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of light running upon its surface, he was taken
aback by the sheer beauty of this woman's
form. Her hair, parted in the middle, marked
the top of her brow, going down to the two sides
in two curves. Her eye-brows seemed pencilled
and were yet clear in their blackness, curved,
as it were, in response to the curves of the hair
on the top. The eye-lashes seemed like two
competitors in a race, starting from one point and
running to another and trying in so running to
make the most beautiful curve. The saree was a
bright blue crossed by lines of gold and lay over
her in folds following the rises and falls of her
womanly form. She was not smiling and yet
produced an impression of a great happy smile
looking through her eyes, as if she said : "I can
smile but shall not do it to any one but my
husband ; but see it overflowing in spite of me."
She had two dimples on her cheeks. They were
so graceful, fixing the ravishing beauty of the
cheeks, that it looked as if two screws had been
shaped out of beauty to fix the beauty of the
cheeks for ever there. The beauty of her form
was in harmony with this various beauty of her
face and at various points on it were the orna-
ments she wore: the golden clasp on her left
upper arm, the bangles at her wrists, the nose-